BY ORDER OF THE SHAH

"Et bien, Monsieur. Void une lettre pour Sa Majeste le
Shah, que le Ministre de V Iran a Bagdad m'a dome"

Grisly slowly perused the magic contents. Then he
read it again, the right way up. He remarked the
crest. Finally he bowed slightly, and beamed. Iran
surrendered. Our small army of occupation might
proceed.

"Nous serous enchanUs, Monsieur, de vous donner toutes
facilites. Vos passeports, s'il vous plait?"

A few subordinates undulated into the room, attracted
by the noise and bustle. Something untoward must be
afoot, or why had their god risen so early in the morning?
Slowly they tackled the work of clearing passports and
customs, as if the whole day was before them, as indeed
it was. Our haste did not matter. Someone made copious
entries in a huge ledger about all of us, drivers included.
Then, by your leave, a policeman started to copy the
whole thing again into another book. He did not get far.
The D.P. rose in his wrath, entering the lists with a
vengeance, upon the first joust of many tourneys. He
had stood all and more than his limit. Waving the
crested letter, he commanded us to collect the passports;
and in his suavest French challenged the bewildered
hierarchy of Iranians. They must, he pointed out, have
obtained the information they wanted. Need they repeat
it all over again? (Letter waved judiciously before eyes
widening at such importunity.)

"Monsieur" the D.P. said, countenance composed in
fierce resolve. "Est-ce ndcessaire?"

Apparently not. Without more ado, and in an
atmosphere of strained politeness, the proceedings con-
cluded abruptly. We appeared to be privileged* About
three-quarters of an hour, all told, had sufficed. We went
on our journey, saying good-bye to the patient German,
who could scarce hope to whip the officials into enthusiasm
a second time. We shook the legion of proffered hands,
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